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I, that did wear the ring her mother left,
I, for whose love she gloried to be blamed,
I, with whose eyes her eyes committed theft,
I, who did make her blush when I was named;

Must I lose ring, flowers, blush, theft, and go naked,
Watching with sighs, till dead love be awaked?

I, that when drowsy Argus fell asleep,

Like jealousy o'erwatched with desire,

Was even warned modesty to keep,

While her breath, speaking, kindled Nature's fire;

Must I look on a-cold, while others warm them?

Do Vulcan's brothers in such fine nets arm them?

Was it for this, that I might Myra see,
Washing the waters, with her beauty's white ?
Yet would she never write her love to me;
Thinks wit of change, while thoughts are in delight ?

Mad girls must safely love, as they may leave;

No man can print a kiss;  lines may deceive.
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When as man's life, the light of human lust,
In socket of his earthly lanthorn burns,
That all this glory unto ashes must,
And generations to corruption turns;
Then fond desires that only fear their end,
Do vainly wish for life, but to amend.
But when this life is from the body fled,
To see itself in that eternal glass
Where time doth end, and thoughts accuse the dead,
Where all to come is one with all that was;
Then living men ask how he left his breath,
That, while he lived, never thought of death,
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